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THE BONCO BEAT 


NEVER 
SAY DIE* 

Welcome to issue # 20 of 
Treehouse of Horror. This year 
we've assembled a “scream 
team’’ of Bongo big shots to 
bring you all the tales of living 
dead lunacy that one comic 
can possibly contain. It’s a 
veritable smorgasbord of 
zombie treats for you to sink 
your teeth into! 

Due to the disconcerting 
nature of this comic, make sure 
you lock the doors and dim the 
lights for maximum creep-out 


while reading. For the faint-of- 
heart, rest assured that 
there’s still plenty of Simpsons- 
style hilarity mixed in along 
with the brain matter-fueled 
mayhem. After all, you can’t 
have “slaughter” without 
“laughter.” 

This issue also holds special 
meaning for me. Two decades 
ago, when I was a fledgling 
comic book colorist, the very 
first job I did for Bongo was a 
promo piece for the upcoming 
Treehouse of Horror #1. It was 
my introduction to the wild and 
wondrous ways of Bongo 


by Nathan Kane 

Entertainment, Incorporated, 
and I never looked back. 

Just think, in that same time 
span we’ve seen the rise of the 
Internet, five U.S. presidential 
elections, the laying of 
countless fingers upon count¬ 
less Butterfinger candy bars, 
the invention of the Snuggie®, 
and the tumultuous terms of 
nearly two dozen Miss America 
pageant winners! It's now 
twenty years later, and I feel 
like we’re just getting started. 

So enjoy this extra-hefty, no- 
holds-barred gore-fest of 
gruesomeness! We’ll return 
next month with our regularly 
scheduled Simpsons Comics, 
zombie-free and back to 
normaL.although Milhouse 
may still be hiding under the 
bed. 

Happy Halloween from your 
favorite Halloweeners! 
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r UM...yoU 6UUS? 

IT LOOKS LIKE THE 
TORNADO IS CHANGING 
DIRECTION...AND HEADING 
< BACK THIS WAdl V 


SHOULD WE PRAiJ 
HARDER, REVEREND 
. LOVEJOy? . 


REVEREND 

LOVEJOy...? 


60D HELPS 
THOSE WHO HELP 
THEMSELVES! 
GOOD LUCK! > 


HOMER! 
WHAT DO 
WE DO?!? 


r TAKE THE KIDS ^ 
AND FIND SHELTER. I’LL 
CATCH UP. WE’RE 60ING 
TO NEED EMERGENCE 
^- SUPPLIES! ^ 



no j 



WWai (V 













































































































































































































AWW, JUST 
GREAT. NOW I'M 
A ZOMBIE! AND I'M 
50000 HUNGRY! 


RRRRR. 


AT LEAST 

THERE'S STILL PLENTY 
OF DONUTS. , 


yUCK! 


BRAAAINS, 

ON THE OTHER 
. HAND... . 


DONUTS 
ARE GROSS! 

















































SO...HUNGRY! 
CANT STOP... 
EATIN6 ZOMBIE 

BRAAAINS! . 


•WHAT’S THIS GUd’S PROBLEM? PARTd 
FOUL, DUDE!'-TRANSLATED FROM ZOMBIE 









































r "FROM THE MOMENT ^ 
THE INVADERS ARRIVED, 
BREATHED OUR AIR, ATE 
AND DRANK, THEd 
V WERE DOOMED. " V 


HUH? 


r EH, HOMER'S 
BEEN KNOWN TO 
EAT GROSSER 
v THINGS. > 


THAT NIGHT... 


WHAT HE MEANS IS, ONCE 
HOMER ATE ALL THE ZOMBIES, 1 
THE ZOMBIENADO DISSIPATED 
INTO NOTHINGNESS. HOMER 
SIMPSON DIED A HERO. 


— 


— 


T 


y WAIT A MINUTE! yoU'RE ^ 
SAVING THE FAT DUDE ATE 
ALL THE OTHER ZOMBIES? ISN'T 
THAT LIKE EATING ROTTEN FOOD? 
LIKE EATING A MOLDy PIECE OF 
CAKE? PICKIN6 A HALF-EATEN 
K SANDWICH OUT OF A > 
V GARBAGE CAN? 




















































WELL, NEIGHBORING, 

IT LOOKS LIKE WE MIGHT 
HAVE TO PUT OUR ISSUES 
ASIDE FOR THE 
. TIME BEING... . 


STUPID, 

PRAGMATIC 

FLANDERS... 
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DAYS EARLIER. 


HES BACK! 

THE MAJOR’S BACK 
FROM THE HUNTING 


PARTY! 



BUT WE LOST RICH 


texan fortunately, 

HIS MEMORY WILL LIVE ON 
IN THIS SPACIOUS AND 
COMFORTABLE HAT V 


^ OUR RAID ON THE 
KWIK-E-MART WAS 
SUCCESSFUL. WE FOUND 
HOT DOGS AND 
iw TWIN KIES. ^ 


HOMER'S 
BECOME OUR 
PROVIDER, 
MARGE. 
IT'S NOT MY 
PLACE TO 
. SPEAK. 


r NED, YOU NEED ^ 
TO SPEAK TO HOMER. 
WE CAN'T KEEP LOSING 
PEOPLE IN THESE 

RAIDS. ^ 


^ OOOH! ^ 
AND WHAT A 
RATHER DASHING 
w HAT IT IS! ^ 


"VA)., 















































NOW I DONT MEAN ^ 
TO BE BELLYACHIN', BUT 
WE'VE BEEN OUT HERE 
FOR MONTHS, AND ALL 
OF US ARE STILL . 
^LIVING IN FEAR!_^ 


r EMPHASIS ON 
THE WORD "LIVING, 

Flanders... and 

YOU'RE WELCOME 

V FOR THAT! . 


r SHELBYVlLLE AND NORTH ^ 
HAVER8ROOK HAVE ALREADY 
BEEN EVACUATED. THERE ARE 
RUMBLINGS THAT OGDENVlLLE 
HAS RESORTED TO , 
^ CANNIBALISM 







































































r WELL THEN, 

MASBE WE CAN PLANT 
SOME CROPS AND STOP 
RISKING SO MANS LIVES 
GOING OUT ON 
v THESE RAIDS... > 


NED, SOUVE ~ 
GOT A POINT. WE 
OO NEED TO MAKE 
SOME CHANGES. v 


SOU 

MEAN IT? 


OF COURSE! WHAT KIND OF 
LEADER WOULD I BE IF I ONLS 
LISTENED TO MSSEL F? ^ 

FEWER DANGEROUS 
RAIDS IT IS! STARTING jSSgg 

V TOMORROW! A 


THE NEXT DAS. 


^ WELL, ^ 
THAT RAID DIDN'T 
. WORK OUT. . 


*THE SEVEN DUFFS HAD TURNED 
INTO ZOMBIES AND WERE GUARDING 
THE BREWERS! I WAS LUCKS 
TO GET OUT ALIVE!" 


“UNFORTUNATELS, I CANT 
SAS THE SAME FOR BUMBLEBEE 
MAN, DISCO STU, SIDESHOW MEL, 
AND DR. HIBBERT." 
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r UMM... ^ 
SOMEONE 
HAD ALREADY 
RANSACKED 
THE PLACE... 
^ SO...NO. J 


IT WASN’T A TOTAL 
LOSS...I GOT THESE SWEET 
SUNGLASSES FROM DISCO 
STU AND DR. HIBBERT’S 
v STETHOSCOPE! > 


WELL, I’M POOPED. 
600DNIGHT! KEEP LIVIN6 
IN PARADISE, Mli PEOPLE! 


w WHATEVER ^ 
DOESN’T KILL US MAKES 
US STRONGER! JJADDA 
. dADDA dADDA...! . 


LATER. 


HOMER? 
you HERE? 


SO THE DOC AND 
THE OTHERS GO BELL# UP , 
AND WE GET BUPKlS? 


THE 


ZOMBIES 

EVERyONE 




• yi/ /> •/1 J«ii Ay'.**'* 


Vw- 


DON’T MEAN TO BE A PEST, BUT 
SOME OF US THINK IT’S TIME FOR MORE 
COLLABORATION IN THIS LITTLE DOOZy 
OF A PICKLE WE’RE IN. 

MAyBE WE 
CAN START VOTING } 

ON THINGS AT 
SOME POINT? 


>ozy 

1 































































































































































































r NO, HOMER. THE 

UNDEAD DON'T CHANGE 
THEU WALK. THEd FEED. 
THAT'S IT, WE NEED TO 
CHAN6E OUR. BEHAVIOR 
L IN ORDER TO 

SURVIVE! _ ' 


r YOU'RE EXACTLY THE SAME ^ 
PERSON yoU WERE BEFORE ALL 
THIS STARTED! GREEDS AND SELF- 
CENTERED. ONLy INSTEAD OF DONUTS 
AND BEER, NOW yoU'RE OBSESSED . 
WITH POWERI 


^ AWW...BUT I'M ~ 
THE BEST THERE IS AT 
WHAT I DO! WHO ELSE 
CAN SAy THAT?* . 


yEAH, THAT'S 
TRUE...BUT LOOK AT 
ALL THE COOL STUFF 
. I HAVE NOW! . 


r WELL, NED... ^ 

IF THATS HOW yoU 
FEEL, MAyBE IT'S TIME 

you find youRSELF 
L. a new ciTy. y 


GRRRR 


HOMER? 


r I THINK WE 
MIGHT HAVE A MORE 
. PRESSING ISSUE 


OH. 

RIGHT. 


OH , 

NOOOO ! 
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EWW...EWW... 
EWWWW! HE’S 
GOT ME! 


HOLD ON, 
HOMER! 


^ HOMER, COME 
WITH ME. WE CAN 
BUILD A NEW, 
BETTER SOCIETY 

v TOGETHER' v 


r THAT'LL BUy 
US A MINUTE! IF 
WE RUN RIGHT NOW, 
WE CAN MAKE IT 
s. BACK HOME. . 


WHAT 
DO 130U 
SAy? 


CAN I STILL WIELD 

TOTAL POWER AND 
AUTHORITY? 


THEN 
NEVER> 


I LIKE THIN6S 
JUST THE WAy 
THEy ARE! 























FRANK 

GRIMES?! 


LET'S TALK THIS 
THROUGH, GRIMED! DID 
I MENTION THAT I’M 
. THE MAiiOR, NOW? . 


'/(.MklL'^Tc 




CElTMl* 


6RARRR...NOT 

IMPRESSSSED... 




DON’T DO IT, BUDDd! 

I CAN LEAD dOU TO M^ 
STOCKPILE OF STALE 
HOT DOGS AND 
g\ WARM BEER! 


EEUAHH! 

I RE6RET 
NOTHIIIIN6! 


■ I’M SORRd, ^ 
HOMER. dOU HAD 
TWO CHOICES.. ,CHAN6E 
OR...WELL...THE 
^ OTHER ONE. J 


GRAAAAH. 


\*m m U 

swn\ rSn 



y r.*\ 

























BACK. HOME. 


NO “BUTS"! 
WE’RE GOING 
. NOW! . 


r FRIENDS, WE 
HAVE TO LEAVE THIS 
PLACE. ITS TOO 
K DANGEROUS! 


THE NEXT MORNING. 


FOLKS, I DON’T MEAN TO BE A 
Bossy BENNy, BUT WE’VE GOT 
TO CUT TIES WITH THE PAST. 
BUILD SOMETHING NEW. IT’S 
^ WHAT HOMER WOULD’VE S 
%^^_^VVANTED. 

/ ^ESSIR, 

■p/if THAT'S MS \ 

HI stor ^ and ) 

^ ■ . 1 I’M STICKIN / J 

1 „ *lV WITH IT! J— } 


^ mr. Flanders,^ 

HOW ARE yoU SO 
SURE THIS IS THE 
RI6HT MOVE? > 


...I’VE GO i 
A COUPLE 
OF ANGELS 
WATCHING 
OVER ME! 


THE LIVING END! 
























































ZOMBIES! EVIL, UNDEAD CREATURES WHOSE ONLd DESIRE IS TO 
DEVOUR THE FLESH OF THE LIVING! HOW WILL THE SIMPSONS KIDS 
GET OUT OF THIS AWFUL SITUATION? HOW WILL THES SURVIVE THE... 
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r SORRy, WE ^ 
DON'T GIVE CHANGE 
FOR CHOCOLATE 
k DEUTSCHMARKS! > 


ri 


lM SURE MOST KIDS WILL FIND SOMETHING 
TO KEEP THEM ENTERTAINED...* 


r WE INTERRUPT THIS ^ 

field trip to bring you an 

IMPORTANT NEWS BULLETIN! LADIES 
AND GENTLEMEN, WE'RE ON 
s. AN UNDEAD WATCH / 


KWIK-E-MART SECURITY FOOTAGE REVEALS THAT 
PROFESSOR FRINK'S NEW ANT!-BRAIN-FREEZE 
SOUISHEE FORMULA IS RESPONSIBLE, TURNING 
HAPPy CONSUMERS INTO MONSTROUS ZOMBIES, . 

ATTACKING EVERyONE IN SIGHT! 

^*7 ADVICE? 60 HOME AND 

LOCK yoUR DOORS! HIDE yoUR KlDS,^^H 
HIDE yoUR WIVES, AND BRIN6 IN 
yoUR PETS! THESE ZOMBIES ARE \ IB 
BITING EVERyBODy ALL 
^ UP IN HERE! \1 


r A HORRIBLE > 
ACCIDENT HAS CREATED 
SCORES OF FLESH-EATIN6, 
BRAIN-SUCKING ZOMBIES! 
THE UNDEAD ARE RUNNING 
RAMPANT ALL OVER 
SPRINGFIELD! V 





























































































































































































































































































































































































GOOD 

eoyyyy 


WAKE UVUP. 

baart... 


COMING, MOTHER 
;yAWN'.; 




HUH? 

WHAT DO 
you WANT 
SEyMOUR? 


OH, FOR THE 
LUWA...yoU REALLy 
ARC A WIENER! 



























































WT ATTENTION, 

■ MALL SHOPPERS...I 

■ HAVE AN IMPORTANT 
^^ANNOUNCEMENT! 

THE ZOMBIES HAVE 
GOTTEN INTO THE MALL! 
W I REPEAT: ZOMBIES! 

W WE'VE GOT TO HIDE OR 
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‘jSIGH'.c I WONDER IF EVERYONE ELSE IS HAVIN6 
AS BORIN6 A TIME WITH THEIR DADS AS ME'.* 


>HE^ 

MIGHT 

ONLY' 


CAN WE 
GET ICE CREAM 
. TOO, BOSS? . 


^ STAd DOWN, ^ 
RALPH IE! DADDY'LL 
BE DONE SOON, AND 
THEN WE'LL GET 
v ICE CREAM! > 


r AW, THAT 
NEVER MEANS 
^ dES! > 


WHEE! IT SOUNDS 
LIKE THE TIME I 
ATE THAT WHOLE 
ROLL OF BUBBLE 
^ WRAP! 













































































































































































TzToTT 





HA, HA! 
NICE THROW, 
. HOMER! 














































































OUTTA 
My WAS'. 


HEd! 

WATCH 


SO WHAT DO 
you WANT TO DO 
s. FOR LUNCH? > 


yEAH, 

I COULD 60 
FOR THAT! 


I DUNNO, 
HOW ABOUT. 


HiyA, HOMER! 
HEy, BART! 


r ;WHEW!r I 
THINK WE'RE 
v SAFE! > 


UH... 

HOMER? 


HEy, LENNyi 


HEy. CARL! 













































































































SEE HERE, 
dOU GLOWING 
JACKANAPES'. 
6ET BACK TO 
. WORK! v 


I THINK 
THEY’RE THE 
LIVING DEAD, 
. SIR. 


r PiSH TOSH! ^ 
THAT NEVER STOPPED 
ME FROM PUTTIN6 IN 
A HARD DAd'S 

LABOR! _V 


r SOU FILLED UP ON T 
BURNS AND SMlTHERS, 
SO YOU'RE GONNA LET 
^ US GO, RIGHT? A 


T AAAAAW ^ 
THAT CRAZit 
OLD WOMAN WHO 
TOLD ME I'D DIE 
THIS WAii WAS 
RI6HT! A 


NOPE! BACK 
TO RUNNING! 


r yoU'RE My UNION > 
REPRESENTATIVE! 
YOU'RE SUPPOSED TO BE 
s. PROTECTING ME! 


yoU NEVER 
PAlD...yoUR 


BART! THE 
CAFETERIA! 


^ WHAT?! ^ 
you WANT 
TO EAT 

b NOW?! > 


HHiim 
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r SORRS, ZOMBIE >) 
COMIC BOOK 6US! 
OUR MUTANT ICEBERG 
LETTUCE IS GONNA 
LEAVE i)OU A 


FOR THE 
FIRST TIME 
EVER...I'M... 
_ COOL! 


COLD! 


HOLS' 


NOW 

THATS 6000 
MAD SCIENCE! 
jGA-HES'.r 


ZOMBIE FRINK, 
ZOMBIE LOVE JOS. 

MEET OUR 
NUKE~CUMBERS i 


r ZOMBIE FLANDERS, ^ 
HOW DO SOU LIKE 
OUR...WHAT NAME DID 
WE COME UP WITH 
v FOR THIS ONE? > 


HELL 































THEY’RE NO 
MATCH FOR OUR 
KILLER SALADS' 
IT'S A 

COLESLAW-TER! 


LIKE...THIS 
IS WHii I HATE 
VEGETABLES! 


SORRd, ZOMBIE 
SNAKE! YOU'RE NO 
MATCH FOR OUR 

ROMAINE-IAC! 


^ OH....I ^ 
WOULDN'T SAy 
k THATl . 



fcr (( flRfc 

v ^ Sir 

&BS&L\r MEET...THE 

• * V VEGETARIAN \ 

\ ZOMBIES! AjM 

Jp» 



V.Q* 

1\S* A 

lo>Jk 
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BORED? HUNGRY? UNDEAD? 

PUT SOME SHIMMY BACK INTO YOUR SHUFFLE AT 


Bamey'f 


HOME TO THE MOTT DELECTABLE BOWLERS WEST OF THE INTERSTATE! 

GRAB A BITE, THEN STAY AND BOWL A FEW 

FRAAAAMfS..! 


















